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Promise 


Author's Notes: 

Day twenty-eight of the thirty day drabble challenge! Though | think calling some of these later ones 
\"drabbles\" may be stretching it! :D This doesn\'t strictly follow the real-life events surrounding the time 
Geddy was kicked out of Rush, but | did what | had to do in the name of story arc! *chortle* 


Geddy's voice whispered into the post-coital silence. 
"Lerxst?" 

"Yeah?" 

"| don't think John likes me very much." 


"Don't worry about him, Ged. He's a punk. He's only happy when he has something to grouse about. It just 
happens to be your turn" 


"| think he wants me out of the band." 


"Well, if he does, he's going to be out a guitar player too. We'll see how well he and Lindy do with only drums 
and rhythm guitar." 


"You don't have to do that for me, Lerxst. You guys have been friends for longer than I've known you." 
"Yeah, but who do | care about more, you know?" 


"Just -- You don't have to do that, but whatever happens, promise me we'll stay together. Not in the band, 


necessarily, | mean, but.. together.” 
"Of course!" 
"Promise" 


"Okay. |, Aleksandar Živojinović, do solemnly swear that | will love Geddy Weinrib forever, and that we will 


always be together, no matter what my weasel-ass friend John thinks or does." 
Geddy giggled softly. "Thanks, Alex." 
"No problem. Affer all, we're married, aren't we?" He gently ran the edge of the pull tab ring he still wore 


every night against Geddy's cheek. Geddy sighed and curled closer into his arms. 
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Alex picked up the telephone receiver with trembling hands. He knew that it wasn't right to do this over the 
phone, but he couldn't face Geddy right now. He felt like he was going to throw up as the phone rang on and 
on. He found himself hoping that no one would answer, as if time would make everything right again. He was 
just about to hang up when he heard a rustling sound, then Geddy's breathless voice came over the line. 
"Hello?" 

"Hi, Dirk" 

"Lerxst! Sorry, | just got through the door and nobody else is here, | guess. What's up?" 

Oh, God. This was going to be awful. "Well, uh, you know how John cancelled practice today?" 

"Yeah! What a pain in the ass that was. | ended up having to run errands for my mom all afternoon" 


"Um, yeah, it turns out the reason he cancelled it was he wanted to have a band meeting.” 


"Really? He didn't mention anything to me when he called" 


"Yeah. That was kind of the point” 
"Oh" In that one syllable, Alex could hear everything start to fall into place. 

"Yeah. | swear to God, | didn't know. | wouldn't have gone if | knew he didn't tell you" 
"So, uh, what was the result of the meeting, then?" 

"There was a vote" 

"And?" 

"| lost, Ged, Im sorry’ 


There was a pause, and Alex could hear Geddy breathing. When he answered, it sounded like his throat hurt. 
"And, uh, what did you do then?" 


"| didn't do anything. | was so upset, | just.. kinda left. | thought about it on the way home, though, and I'm 
gonna leave the band too. They don't want you, they don't want me either.” 


Geddy made a sound that could have been either a chuckle or a sob. "Uh, | don't... | don't think.. | gotta go." He 
hung up the phone so quickly that the clunk made Alex's ear hurt. Alex didn't take any time to think, just 
threw on his shoes and ran out of the house toward Geddy’s. 

By the time he got over there, Geddy's mother's car was in the driveway. He cursed under his breath. In his 
haste and frantic need to make things right, he hadn't even thought to take his car; now any chance he had to 
get Geddy alone to talk was ruined. Well, even though the situation wasn't ideal, he still had to try to make him 
understand that he hadn't been abandoned. 

Knees shaking, he rang the doorbell. Mrs. Weinrib answered. 

"Alex? What are you doing here?" 


"| need to talk to Geddy, Mrs. Weinrib. Is he in?" 


"He's in, but he's sick. | think maybe you come back tomorrow." She began to shut the door, but Alex blocked it 
with his foot. 


"Sick, Ma'am? Is he okay?" 
She sighed and rolled her eyes. "Yes, he's fine. Just a touch of the agita, | am thinking.’ 


Alex had no idea what "agita" was, but it didn't sound good. His panic must have shown in his face, because she 


gave him a motherly smile. 


"Alex, Alex, don't worry. | mean he has some stomach troubles, that's all. Come in. You can go up to his room 


and see for yourself that your friend is all right." 


"Oh, thank you, Ma'am" Alex felt so grateful he could have kissed her. He followed her into the house. Allan 


was watching television in the family room and looked up as he passed by. 
"Hi, Alex! 

"Hey, Allan" 

"What are you doing here? Geddy has the pukes” 

"| heard. lm going to go talk to him for a second" 


"| wouldn't, if | were you. He'll probably barf on you. He was pea green when he went upstairs, gagging and junk 


It was gross!" 
Mrs. Weinrib shot her youngest child a pointed look. "Allan, don't make fun of your brother. He's sick" 
‘Sorry, Mama. Still and all, I'm going to sleep down here tonight” 


She shook her head. "You just want to watch the Johnny Carson Okay, Alex. You go up. | don't think he's asleep 
yet." 


Alex once again expressed his gratitude and started up the stairs. He hesitated for just a moment outside the 
battered wooden door that opened on to Geddy and Allan's room, steeling his courage. He took a deep breath, 
then knocked. 

"Ugh, come in" Geddy sounded like he was really hurting. Alex winced as he opened the door. 


"Hi, Dirk." 


Geddy was lying in his bed, covers pulled up around his ears. He looked up, saw it was Alex, then buried his 
face in the pillow. Alex shut the door behind him and sat down gingerly on the side of the mattress. 


"How you doin’? Your mom said you were sick." 


"Gee, | wonder why. It's almost like | got some bad news." Geddy's voice was muffled but intelligible through the 
down. 


"Geddy, when | said that I'd quit the band, | meant it. | wouldn't lie to you." 


He took his head out of the pillow and looked Alex in the eye. "But | don't want you to." 
Alex was taken aback. "What? Why?" 


"we seen this coming for a while, so I've had time to think about it. | think the best thing we can do is just go 


along with it. People already talk shit about us. We don't need to give them more ammunition" 
"Don't be stupid! John talks shit about us, not ‘people. 

"Still And he's your friend. | know you, you'd feel like crap for running out on him" 

"Oh, like lm not going to feel that way for running out on you!" 

"You won't be, We won't be in the same band, but I'l still have you.. Won't I?" 

"OF course, Ged!" 

"Promise?" 

"| promise. But if you already decided all this, why are you so upset?" 

"It still hurts, Lerxst" 


Alex lay down on the bed and held Geddy for as long as he dared, thoughts swirling with fears he didn't know 


if he could name. Just before he got up, he whispered into the growing darkness. 
"Dirk?" 

"Yeah?" 

Alex paused, heart thumping. "Do you still love me?" 

"Yes!" Geddy's answer was clear and immediate. 

"Promise." 


"l, Geddy Weinrib, do solemnly swear that | love Aleksandar Živojinović now and will love him forever, and that 


we will always be together, even if I'm not in his stupid band any more." 
Alex sighed and kissed him on the cheek. "I should probably go, Ged. Will | see you tomorrow?" 


"Just try and keep me away. After all, we're married, aren't we?" He held up his hand, and Alex could see the 


glint of a pull tab ring in the glow of the streetlight. 


Alex kissed him one more time, then stood and said goodbye. He went downstairs, exchanged a few pleasantries 


with Geddy's mom and brother, then walked home alone in the darkness. 


